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i *r i rageattoj 
Which br eachd this poyfon. 

King. Ragemuftbewithftood : 

Giue me his gagej Lions make Leopards tame* 

Mowb. Yea, but not change his fpotsjtak e but my ffiamc 
And I rclienc my gage, my dearc deare Lord. 

The purelt treafure mortall times affoord, 

Is lpotkile reputation, that away $ 

Men arebut guildcdloamc,and.painted Clay ; 

A iewell in a tenrie times bard vp Chert, 

Is a bold Spirit in a loyall Brcaft. 

Mine Honour is my life, both grow in onej 
Take honour from me, and my life is done. , , 

Then (deare my Liege) mine Honour let me try, 

In that I liue, and for that will I die. 

King. Coofin, throw vp your gage* do you begin. 

Bull, O God defend my foule from fuch deepeiinne, 
Shall! feemc Creft-fallen in my fathers fight? 

Or with pale begger-face impeach my hignt. 

Before this out-dardc daftard ? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble wrong, 
Orfoundfo bale a parlec, nay teeth fhall tcare 
The flauiih motiuc of recanting feare, 

And (pit it bleeding in his high difgrace. 

Where Ihamedoth harbour, euen inMowbraiesfacc* ' 
King. We were not borne to fue, but to command* 
Which fince we cannot doe, to make you friends^ 

Be ready (as your lifefhall anfwere it) 

At Couentrie vpon Saint Lombards day : 

There (hall your Swords and Launces arbitrate 
The fwelling difference ofyour fetlcd hate : 

SinGc we cannot attone you, you (hall fee 
Iufticedefignethe Viftors chiualric. 

Lord Marihall, command our Officers at Armes, 
Bexeadte to diced thefe home all armes. Ex*. 

* 

Enter John of Gaunt, with the Dutchejfe of Glocefler* 
Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Woodftocks blood. 
Doth mope foliate me, then your e^clahnes, 
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aicKara me second* 

To ftirreagainft the Butchers of hislife* 

But (ince correftion ly eth in thofe handes, 

Which made the fault that we cannot correct, 
Putweeourquarrell to the will of heauenj 
Who when they lee the bower’s ripe on earth, 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades* 

Dutche fe. Finds Brotherhood in thee no iharper fp«r . 
Hathlouein thy old blood no liuing fire/ 

Edwards feauen Sonnes, whereof thy fclfe art one. 

Were feauen Viols of his facred blood, 

Or feauen faire branches fpringing from one rootc : 

Some of thofe feauen are dryed by Natures courfe j 
Some of thofe Branches by the Defteniescut : 

But Thomas my deare Lord, my life, my Glocefier, 

One Viollfull of £ dwards fac red blood, 

One flourifhing Branch of’ his mod Royall roote 
Is craft, and allthe precious liquor fpilt. 

Is hackt downe, and his Summer leaucs all faded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloodieaxe* 

Ah Gaunt, his blood was thine, that bed, that wombe. 
That mettall; that felfe mould that faflrioned thee. 
Made him a man : and though thou liueft and breathelt, 
Yet art thou fiaine in him ; thou doft confers 
In fome large meafureto thy Fathers death, 

In that thou feeft thy wretched Brother die, 

. Who was the modell of thy Fathers life : 

Call it not Patience, Gaunt , it is Difpaire, 

In fuffering thusthy Brother to be flaughtred* 

Thou fheweft the naked path-way to thy life, 

T eaching fterne Murder how to butcher thee : 

That which in meane men we intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breaftes. 

What ib all lfay ? to fafegard thine owne life, 

The beft way is, to vengc my Gloceflers death. 

Gaunt. Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubftitute.i 
Hisdeptitieannoynted in his fight, 

Hath caufd his death ; the which if wrongfully. 

Let Heauenreuengc, for Irnay neuer lift 
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